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This story follows the misadventures of a very unique individual. His 
name is Jinn Skye, and he is gifted with amazing powers of the mind and 
with an extraordinary destiny. These stories are not written in sequential 
order, nor do they take place in any particular order. Other chapters may 
be found at the AmazOns forum. 


Emotional Traumas 

Cities are two-faced things. They have a light side, a side that 
everyone sees and accepts and they have a dark side, a shadowy side in 
which a person’s greatest fears can lurk. They are the two sides of the 
same coin. For all of their sameness, they could not be more different. 
Most people don’t see both sides. They just see the one that they want to: 
the lighter side on the surface. That’s why many people don’t hang around 
the downtown area too much. It shows them the side that they don’t wish 
to see. There are gang fights almost daily, and no day is complete without 
at least one person being mugged. This place shows humanity at its worst 
and I have to hang out here! 

Jinn Skye sighed in response to the thoughts whirling through his 
head. What am I complaining about, anyway? I willingly accepted this job 
in the first place. Sighing, Jinn leaned back in his chair, putting his feet up 
on the desk in front of him. He turned his head to look at the full body 
mirror to his left. Looking back at him, he saw a young man, barely out of 
his teens, with fair, dark brown hair and amber eyes. He was proud of 
those eyes and the exotic, yellowish tint that they often took. It made him 
stand out. 

He was wearing a black collared shirt with a blue windbreaker over it, 
as well as a pair of well worn blue jeans. He had simple tennis shoes on. At 
first glance, no one would think that there was anything special about him. 
Looking at his reflection, he sometimes found it hard to believe, himself. 
Who would have guessed the powers that he discovered and the life that 
he chose, could belong to someone who looked so... well... ordinary? 
Well, ordinary except for the eyes. 

Sighing again, he turned his gaze to the ceiling. I know that I’m supposed 
to help humanity by inspiring those who are uninspired but doing it this 
way is taking too long! And “hop-scotching” through time doesnt help! I 
just don't seem to be making any progress! As he looked upon the stained 
ceiling, he reflected back on his past. When he was barely thirteen, he had 
found that he could manipulate objects and people simply through the 
sheer force of his will. He had quickly honed that power to try to help 
people. Those that he helped usually shunned him, unable to understand 
what he was doing. It was then that a divine presence came to him and 
charged him with a crusade. The price for this opportunity though, was to 











be ripped from his place in the time-stream and be cast from time to time, 
place to place, helping people. He was to use his powers to give people 
illusions that would inspire them to do great things for the good of humanity. 

However, despite the good intentions, the whole thing had turned into 
some of a disaster. He’d soon found out that there could be dire 
consequences for altering a person’s perception of reality even a little bit. 
Just because of a few simple mistakes, he had unwittingly changed the 
course of history. Now, because of those mistakes, numerous rules had to 
be put in place. He tilted his head back against the wall, looking at the 
various signs behind him. Even though they appeared upside down to him, 
he knew each and every one by heart. The biggest ones had lists of rules 
and information for people who came into his building. 

Limitations and Points of Interest 

1) Illusions are purely in the target’s mind, unless certain requirements 
are met. 

2) Illusions are crafted to target’s specifications. 

3) Illusion can incorporate all five senses, up to set amounts. 

4) Illusions are real. Effects in the illusion affect the body. 

5) Effects to the body are normally not permanent or fatal. 

6) Each illusion is unique and cannot be repeated. 

Warnings 

1) Avoid angering or otherwise agitating the illusionist. 

2) Answer all questions that the illusionist asks with complete honesty. 

3) Do not question the things that the illusionist says or does. 

4) Inform the illusionist of any possible health or psychological 
complications. 

The lists go on. Jinn couldn’t help but remember the occasions for some 
of the rules that were put forth. There was that one guy, I can’t remember 
his name, though. I think it began with a G. He got so scared by one illusion, 
he started a war. Something about weapons and mass destruction... 
Whatever. Then there was that other guy, something Hubbard. He started a 
religion or was it a business? Then there was that other guy who tried to 
take over the world. He had a weird name, but I can’t remember it either. It 
was German, I know that much. There are so many others, each with their 
own problems and fates. In some of those cases, I used too much energy on 
their illusions. In others, there were other complications. I wonder what'll 
happen this time... 

Jinn leaned forward, slamming all legs of the chair down at the same 
time. He looked out the window, into the early morning sunlight. Despite 
its brightness, it was still dark in the building. That was fine. He liked it 
dark. It provided a perfect environment for his clients to become susceptible 
to his illusions. 

His focus snapped to the door as a shadow stepped across the light that 
the windows let through. He sat quietly as the door creaked open, allowing 
a stooped, old woman into the shop. 





Jinn cleared his throat and stepped into his usual routine for customers. 
“Good morning, ma’am. Can I help you?” Jinn had to try his hardest not 
to wince at the heavily clichéd lines. 

The old woman ignored him at first, reading all of the signs on the 
back wall. At least she’s off to a good start, thought Jinn. Most people 
hardly glance at the signs. After several minutes of silence, the old woman 
finally spoke. Her voice was high pitched and cracked often, as if her 
entire throat had been dry for a long time. “Young man, is this real or is it 
some kind of scam?” 

Jinn was taken aback by the old woman’s straight forward question. 
Most people beat around the bush. Jinn decided that he might as well 
answer. “Well, that depends on what you define as real. If you mean things 
that you can see, feel, hear, touch and taste, then it is. If you mean things 
that can truly affect the world that we exist in, not really. The signs, however, 
speak only the truth. The things sold here are personal fantasies, made 
into an illusionary world that you alone, truly exist in. It’s kind of like 
being awake while dreaming.” 

The old woman considered what he said. As she thought it over, Jinn 
took a closer look at the woman. She looked poor and underfed, with 
sallow, drooping skin covered in heavy wrinkles. Blue veins could be 
seen crossing all over her hands and arms. Her white hair was drawn up 
into a bun and her eyes were an unusually bright green color. Her clothes 
were not in tatters, but they had clearly seen better days. She wore a gray 
blouse with a black skirt that reached down to her ankles and hard, black 
shoes. Jinn figured that she was raised into a very disciplined life style. 

Breaking the silence, she said. “Can you do it for me?” Jinn smiled. 
“Sure, ma’am but it isn’t something that I do for free. It takes a lot of 
effort on my part. Just like any other place that sells a service, I need to be 
paid for my work.” 

“I see.” The woman looked absolutely crestfallen. “Well, then I won't 
waste any more of your time.” She turned and started to leave, leaving 
Jinn with an overwhelming feeling of guilt. By the time that she was at the 
door, Jinn couldn’t take it anymore and called for her to come back. “Look, 
ma’am. I’m not supposed to give my services to people who can’t pay for 
them. The world just doesn’t work like that. I have other reasons that I 
must take payment, but those are not important at the moment. From what 
I have seen of you from these past few minutes, I would guess that you 
have suffered in life and want to see something of absolute beauty while 
you can. I can understand that. I think that, since Pm not supposed to help 
you with my illusions, maybe I can at least listen to your story. After all, 
talking about your problems is one of the best ways to get over them.” 

The old woman slowly turned around. “Would you really listen to me?” 
Jinn nodded his head. “Alright. It’s not what you came for but it’s 
something.” A smile slowly spread across the old woman’s face. “Thank 











you.” Jinn got up and pulled a chair from the far wall to the desk. The old 
woman sat down and began her story. 

“My name is Valerie Tess. I was born into a poor family many years 
ago; I won’t say how many. My father was strict and abusive; my mother 
was sickly and weak willed. I had three older brothers and no sisters. The 
two oldest were as violent as my father. The youngest was one of the nicest 
people that I ever knew but we were still never that close. My oldest brother 
grew up to become a serial killer. He was executed almost ten years ago 
now. The second oldest — Gary - stayed at home, sponging off of our parents. 
He behaved like my father, brutally beating our mother, my youngest brother 
and myself. My father died in his fifties of a heart attack. His death increased 
the rate of deterioration of my mother’s health and spurred Gary on to 
even more merciless violence against us. He raped me and killed the only 
brother that had shown any sign of being a decent human being. 

“When my mother finally confronted him, he hit her as hard as he could. 
He hit her so hard, he snapped her frail neck. It was only after she had hit 
the floor that he realized what he had done. He committed suicide not long 
after that. I was only fourteen at the time. I was almost completely on my 
own. I had got a little help from an orphanage but they only gave me food 
and shelter until I was sixteen. 

“T went through most of my teenage years without any parental figures 
in my life. Not just that, it wasn’t until I was almost eighteen that I really 
felt any of the sexual desires that most people feel early in their teens. I 
suppose that it was probably due to the traumatic experiences of my 
childhood... Whatever the reason was, I soon learned that most men only 
valued the aesthetic qualities when looking at women and in particularly, 
how well she might be developed in her bust or in her posterior. 
Unfortunately for me, I was never really gifted in either area. I think that’s 
why most men flat out ignored me. 

“I manage to eke out a living by working as a maid. The pay is terrible 
but it gives me just enough money to get a place to stay and food to eat. 
Muggings and shootings are a common occurrence where I live - which 
isn’t actually too far from here. More than a few times, the little money I 
was able to save up got taken from me... 

“T’ve lived for decades like this, just barely managing to get along and 
I’m so tired. I’m tired of life, of struggling just to live and of struggling to 
find happiness. I know that I’m getting toward the end of my life now. It 
must be obvious that I’m not in good health anymore... and that’s the reason 
that I came here. To try and see something beautiful before I pass from this 
world. I may not have found what I had originally came her for but I have 
found some solace in the fact that there are still decent people in the world. 
Thank you so much for listening. I'll let myself out.” 

The old woman got up from her chair and left the store. Jinn’s mind was 
in a state of turmoil. On the one hand, he wasn’t supposed to offer his 
services to those who couldn’t offer something in return. On the other 


hand though, she had lived a hard life, and continued to struggle through 
it. She did not offer money, but she did offer sincere feelings that he could 
relate to. Finally, Jinn reached a decision. He had to get to her before she 
was gone for good. He bolted out the door. “Wait, ma’am! Miss Tess! 
Please wait!” He caught up to her at the end of the street. “Please miss, 
why don’t you come back to the store? I think I might be able to do 
something for you.” The old woman smiled in sincere thanks. “Thank you 
and please, call me Valerie.” 

Once they entered the store, Jinn asked Valerie to wait in the main 
room. He ran down a hall to a room in the back. As soon as he stepped 
through the door, he vanished. 

Jinn instantly reappeared somewhere else, floating in nothingness. It 
was not white. It was not black. It was not even gray. It was nothing. I 
always hate doing this! thought Jinn. “Hey vapor brain! Are you there?” 

Out of the nothingness, a voice floated into Jinn’s ears. It is not wise to 
speak with a being beyond your comprehension in that tone. But I see 
that you are agitated about something. Because humans are such 
emotional creatures, I will let it pass unpunished. What do you want? I 
thought that you were not to return here until your job in this time period 
was done. 

“Yes - that’s what was supposed to happen - but something came up. 
An old woman came into the store just now. She is still waiting there. She 
has had a wretched life but she’s struggled to live it as best she could. She 
can’t pay me for my services through the agreed upon method - with money. 
However, what she’s told me has proved that she is deserving of at least 
some beauty in her life. If I help her, will I be violating our deal?” 

Iam not sure. The condition was that anyone seeking your services had 
to pay for them by using the exchange method of that time period. This is 
the most chaotic period in all of human development. Money is the standard 
system of payment but payment can be made in several other methods in 
this time period. I will consider it. What is her name? 

“Her name is Valerie Tess. I can give you a mental image if you require 
it.” 

That will not be necessary. I can see her right now. Yes... she is a unique 
person. She has lived a life harder than almost any other but she never let 
that harm her spirit. Very well. You may help her. Use the simplest form 
for her illusion but use more energy than normal. 

“What?! You know what that does better than I do! Why would you 
have me mess with the way that things are supposed to be, on purpose?” 

It is not for lesser beings to know but I will tell you this much: she is 
special. If she is allowed to see something of pure beauty, at least by her 
standards, she could influence the fate of humanity for the better. Just do 
not use too much or you could change the nature of her spirit. 

“Yeah, sure. Easy for you to say. Controlling the amount of energy is 
hard enough when I’m trying to keep it from going over the proscribed 











limit. Keeping it above the limit but below the danger zone is damn near 
impossible! But you know, fine. You're the boss. P1 do it. I’m starting to 
get the feeling that you know something else. Something that is going to 
happen. Am I right?” 

Yes. 

“Are you going to clue me in?” 

No. 

“You're a bastard. You know that, right?” 

You will understand in time. And watch what you say. There is a limit 
to even my patience. Now, BE GONE! 

With a pop, Jinn vanished from the vast nothingness and reappeared in 
his store, right where he had been standing when he had gone through the 
door. Jinn massaged his head. That hurt. He should learn not to shout, 
thought Jinn. 

I heard that. 

Jinn cringed at the uninvited communication. Or maybe I should learn 
to watch my tongue. Jinn walked back to where Valerie was waiting. “Sorry 
to keep you waiting, Valerie. P ve talked it over with my superior. He said 
that I can give you an illusion, without you having to pay for it but 1t”11 be 
the lowest level of illusion. It won’t be an entire world, like most of them 
are. It ll just be you.” He handed her a notepad from his desk with several 
questions listed on it. “Just answer these questions regarding what you 
want your illusion to be like, and then we can get started. Don’t worry 
about your answers being too long. The more precise they are, the easier it 
is for me to create what you want.” 

Jinn sat back in the chair behind the desk and waited for her to finish 
answering the questions. As soon as she was done, he took her down the 
hallway and into the back room. This time, Jinn did not vanish. They 
proceeded to the back of the room where two chairs and a bed waited. 
“Okay, Valerie. You have a few different choices here. You can lie on the 
bed, sit on a chair, sit on the floor, lie on the floor or you can just stand. Of 
all of them, I recommend the bed though. Sometimes - although not very 
often - people move around during their illusion. If you’re lying on the 
bed, you're less likely to hurt yourself.” 

Valerie smiled again. “The bed is fine. Do I just lie down or do I need to 
go to sleep?” 

“Either one is fine. For most people, sleeping works better. Since most 
people can’t fall asleep on command, I have developed my abilities to put 


them to sleep. Just lie down and I'll begin.” The old woman complied. The 
dim interior of the store seemed to darken as Jinn tapped into his power. 


Valerie found herself, still dressed as she was in the shop, in a gray 
space. There were no defining marks about it. The ground was a uniform 
gray and the sky was a slightly lighter gray, which served to maintain the 
distinction between up and down. The horizon seemed to stretch to infinity. 
There was no apparent light source but it wasn’t dark. The effect of this 
was to make it seem as if light was coming from everywhere at once. 

She walked forward a few steps but it appeared as if she hadn’t moved. 
Everything looked exactly the same. As she surveyed the utterly featureless 
landscape, a strange sensation overcame her. She looked down at her 
wrinkled hands, only to see that they weren’t wrinkled at all! They were 
smooth and tanned, as if she were once again in her twenties. She reached 
up and felt her face, worried that it might be some trick. Her probing fingers 
found only the firm flesh of a young woman’s face. 

Unable to satisfy her curiosity with that alone, she quickly removed 
her clothes. She looked down to find a beautiful body with smooth 
unblemished skin. Her breasts were still small - as they had been when she 
was young - but they were much firmer, as was her rear. Her entire body 
showed remarkable tone and was incredibly firm to the touch. She couldn’t 
help but weep in joy. Her body was almost identical to how it had been 
when she was a young woman but with numerous small improvements. 

Then she felt another sensation building within her. It was something 
that she hadn’t felt for decades - sensual pleasure. She found that with 
each passing second, she was becoming more and more aroused. She didn’t 
know why, nor did she care. She just had to indulge herself. Her hands 
moved of their own volition. One hand moved up towards her perky breasts. 
The other moved down toward her loins. As soon as her hands made contact, 
she cried out in pleasure. It was more intense than anything that she had 
ever felt. Her entire body was much more sensitive to touch than it ever 
had been, even in her youth. Her breasts were especially sensitive. 

As one hand slipped into the sensitive folds of her vagina, the other 
began to massage and knead her breasts. As she did so, they began to 
swell. At first, Valerie didn’t realize what was happening. Once she figured 
it out, she began to use both hands more forcefully. Her once A-cup breasts 
were slowly growing past the C-cup mark, becoming more sensitive as 
they grew. Her cries echoed in the vast emptiness of the illusionary world. 





Her breasts stopped growing once they reached the fabled DD. Their sensitivity 
was off the charts. She continued to probe her sensitive vagina as she built up to a more 
and more intense orgasm. Finally, with a roar of satisfaction, she came, releasing the 
built up sexual tension in one long, hard, explosive orgasm. 


Valerie found herself lying down in the bed in the back room of the store. At first, 
she couldn’t understand what had happened. Then it all came back to her. Her sallow 
skin flushed slightly red when she realized what she had done in front of someone else. 
Jinn smiled. “Don’t worry, Valerie. This happens more often than you would imagine. 
Your dream-self did that, not your physical body. I still saw it though. After all, I did 
put that image into your head. Again, don’t worry. Confidentiality is part of this job. 
You couldn't possibly imagine some of the things that ve seen in these illusions. 
Yours was pretty tame compared to some of them.” 

Valerie smiled weakly. “I appreciate what you did for me but I can’t help but feel a 
little dirty for doing that.” 

“Again, don’t worry. Like I said, that was nothing. Besides, the point of these illusions 
is to bring a fantasy to life, right? Haven’t you always wanted to be beautiful?” Valerie 
nodded. “Well then, what's wrong with what you did? You lived out your fantasy. At 
the very least, you got to see something of pure beauty. Even if I saw it, wasn’t it worth 
that to see your fantasy come true?” 

Valerie smiled, “Yes, I suppose it was. Thank you. Thank you from the bottom of 
my heart. My only regret is that it wasn’t real or permanent.” 

“It's my job. It’s what I do. And don’t worry about it being permanent. If it was 
meant to be, it would happen in real life. P 11 walk you to the door.” 

Jinn helped the slightly unsteady Valerie get up from the bed and led her back to the 
front of the store. Once there, Jinn sat back in his chair. Valerie waved farewell and 
walked to the door. She was just about to open it when the door suddenly swung inward, 
knocking Valerie to the floor and allowing a beautiful blonde haired woman into the 
store. Her long blonde hair framed a flawless face with bright blues eyes. She wore a 
bright yellow tank top that was stretched across her firm, taut body and ample breasts. 
She was also wearing bright blue short shorts that served more as underwear more than 
proper clothing, exposing almost the full length of her long, toned legs. Her slim feet 
were in plain sandals with a slight heel, causing her calves to bulge the tiniest bit. A 
small pink purse hung from her elbow. All in all, she looked like a serious fitness 
enthusiast that loved to flaunt what she had and loved to grab other people’s attention. 
Jinn couldn’t help but think that the bright clashing colors were rather painful to look 
at and something of an eyesore. 

Her clear, blue eyes narrowed at the sight of the old woman on the floor. “Get out of 
my way, hag!” Jinn got up immediately and moved to where Valerie lay. After asking 
if she was okay, he helped her up. Once she was back on her feet, Valerie quickly left 
the store. The young woman watched her go with a superior smirk. Wanting this over 
with, Jinn took the initiative. 

“Ts there anything that I can help you with, ma’am?” He asked coldly. 








“Yeah, you can shut the hell up!” She snapped. She looked at the signs 
briefly, not really reading them. “I want one of these illusion things, right 
now.” 

Jinn mentally groaned. Why do I have to have another one of these 
client? People like this almost always end having something bad happen 
to them because of their illusions. I just hope that she has the sense to keep 
that sharp tongue of hers, in her mouth. “That’s fine, ma’am. You will, of 
course, have to pay first. You’ll also need to answer a few questions.” 

“Fine. Pll answer the questions but I won't pay you a dime! I was 
standing outside when you told that old crone that you'd give it to her for 
free! You’ll do the same for me. If I have to, I’Il talk to your boss and have 
him force you to.” Jinn almost burst out laughing. How he would love to 
see that confrontation! 

“I'm sorry ma’am but I think that you may have misheard what I said 
when you were eavesdropping - which is very rude, by the way. I didn't 
say that I would give her an illusion for free. I said that Pd give her one 
without charging her money. She paid in a different way.” 

“You're into old hags?! That's sick!” 

“Look lady, you're seriously trying my patience. Valerie didn’t pay 
with money, her illusion was given to her as a reward for her contribution 
to society. You have to pay - with cash - or you won't get anything.” 

“And why can’t I have my illusion as a reward, like her?” The woman 
demanded angrily. 

“Because she wasn't an annoying bitch like you! She actually had 
something to contribute to society, whereas you are selfish, arrogant, and 
boorish!” Jinn shouted. 

The young woman gasped at that comment. “How rude! How could 
you say something like that to a lady like me?” 

“Because it’s true. And don’t call me rude. I’m not the one who started 
the verbal sparring.” 

The young woman shut her mouth with an audible snap. Once she 
regained her composure, she spoke again. “Look, freak, I don’t have to be 
here. I don’t have to get one of these illusion things. Fine. I'll pay but only 
after the illusion has been given.” 

“Ma’am, you aren’t making this easy for me. First off, you won’t leave 
because you came all the way to this part of town looking for something 
like this. You won’t leave until you’ve got what you came for. That’s the 
way that you work. Second, you’ll pay before you get the illusion, for 
similar reasons.” 

The young woman let out a frustrated groan. “Fine! Pll pay first! How 
much?” 

“One hundred and fifty dollars.” Jinn stated. 

“What?! That’s outrageous! Why would I pay that much for something 
that may not even work?” 


“Tt’ll work. You don’t have to worry about that. And it costs that much 
because not just anyone can get an illusion from me. They have to show 
that they truly want and deserve it. I trust that you have enough money?” 

“Yeah, I do. Fine. Take it.” She pulled some money from a wallet in her 
purse and thrust it into Jinn’s hands. Jinn turned around and walked to the 
desk. He put the money in one drawer and pulled out a notepad with some 
questions on it from another drawer. He gave it to her, along with a pen 
and asked that she fill out the questions to the best of her ability. He sat 
back in the chair while she filled out the questions. 

Just like with Valerie, as soon as she was done Jinn took her to the back 
room - where the chairs and bed were. “Okay. Just lie down and we can get 
started.” He looked down at the pad of paper that she had written on. “Well, 
Miss Taylor, you’ ve made a rather tall order. I’m not sure that I can handle 
all of it. Rest assured, I'll try my hardest to make your illusion one of the 
highest quality. Please lay back and close your eyes.” Once again, the 
room seemed to darken as Jinn tapped into his reservoirs of power. 


Elizabeth suddenly found herself staring at a blank gray space instead 
of the face of that annoying salesman. She looked around to see where she 
was. The world was divided into two planes of different shades of gray, 
both stretching off to infinity. The differing shades gave the impression of 
up and down but not distance. She looked at herself to see if the guy had 
done his job. She let out a surprised yelp when she saw that she was not 
wearing any clothes. 

She could see the fine lines of her toned muscles clearly across her bare 
skin. While it was one of the more pleasant things about herself that she 
loved to look at, it was still a surprise to see it in this fashion. She figured 
that the guy would at least use clothes for the illusion. Maybe that was 
beyond his abilities. 

Not long after her little discovery, she noticed how cool the air of this 
place felt against her bare skin. Up until this point, she thought that this 
would be like a dream and she wouldn’t feel anything. Her stiffening 
nipples, however, proved otherwise. Deciding to further test how well she 
can feel things in this place, she moved her hands up to her large, firm 
breasts. The contact of her hands on the warm flesh of her bosom invoked 
a blissful feeling. One of her hands brushed against a hard nipple, sending 
a pleasurable shock through her entire body. She moaned softly in bliss. 

Closing her eyes, she began to knead her breasts, manipulating the hard 
tips of her nipples, elevating her to a higher level of pleasure. She opened 
her eyes when her chest began to feel a little heavier than normal. She 
looked down and didn’t see anything amiss at first. She continued to play 
with her sensitive breasts when she noticed that her nipples were larger 
than normal. She pinched it lightly to see if it was really that swollen. She 
nearly swooned with the pleasure that the small movement brought forth. 








As she got more and more into playing with her tits, she stopped purely enjoying 
the visceral sensations and looked down to see them in all of their round glory. She 
dimly registered that she was more sensitive than ever before. At about the same time 
that this thought passed through her head, she noticed that her breasts were filling her 
hands more than they usually did. As she continued to massage the warm spherical 
mounds, they began to grow noticeably. 

At first they were the size of large oranges but they continued growing and quickly 
passed that and expanded to the size of grapefruit, then melons and on and on, always 
growing at a steady pace in a perfectly round shape. Larger and larger they grew, until 
their weight began to pull Elizabeth down to the ground. Once she was forced to a 
sitting position, they continued to swell, ballooning past the size of ripe watermelons. 
Screaming with the pleasure from simply kneading her breasts, she orgasmed. 


Dizzy, she got up from the bed. After reorienting herself, she noticed that Jinn was 
staring at her. She gasped and reached to cover herself, only to find that she was still 
wearing her clothes, they were just rather sweaty now. “Were you watching?” She 
demanded. 

“Duh, lady. If you’d read the signs, you’d have known that I experience what you 
experience. Because of the nature of the illusions, I have to project the energy into 
your mind. Since energy moves in two direction, the absence of the energy in my body 
means that I absorb the extra energy coming from you. That also applies to the basic 
nature of a fantasy. To put it simply, I provide the forms, you provide the images and 
actions. The basic principle behind it, is that energy goes in and images come out. 
Speaking of coming, it looks like you’re going to need some new clothes, especially 
pants. 

“Because of the nature of my business, this isn’t unusual and I’m well prepared for 
it. I doubt that you’d want to leave looking like you do. Please, come with me back to 
the front.” 

Shaken from this revelation, Elizabeth quietly followed him. When Jinn got to the 
desk, he opened a drawer and pulled out a gray pair of sweatpants and a gray t-shirt. “I 
apologize for the bland colors but I need to find a middle ground in these situations 
that no one can really take issue with. I’d suggest that you simply put them on over 
what you’re wearing right now and go straight home. I must admit that you had a 
greater reaction to the illusion than is normal. I’m concerned that there could be some 
possible after effects.” 

After hearing this, Elizabeth finally found her voice. “You really are a freak, aren’t 
you?” She shouted. “I’m getting the hell out of here!” Grabbing the clothes that Jinn 
had given her, she ran out of the store — after shooting Jinn a final dirty look. 

“Charming lady. I hope I didn’t do what I think I did.” 

You did. 

“What!?” gasped Jinn. “Are you listening to me in this world again, vapor brain?” 

What did I tell you about talking to superior beings like that? I can tell that you are 
still agitated but that is no excuse. Agitation on behalf of another is something that I 





am willing to tolerate. Agitation on behalf of yourself because of the 
behavior of another is something else entirely. And why are you so 
surprised? You know that I have to watch over you all the time, so that you 
don’t prevent an event from occurring that is destined to occur. 

“I was just under the impression that you - a being that claims that he 
“doesn’t interfere with the lives of lesser beings’ would allow me some 
private thoughts!” 

You have no private thoughts. I hear the thoughts of every being on this 
planet but I hear yours the loudest and clearest. That is one of the results of 
you being ripped from your timeline. I can see and hear that you don’t 
truly belong. 

“Well, if that isn’t a recipe for paranoia then I don’t know what is. 
Anyway, now that you’ve confirmed that I was right about what I 
accidentally did, I need to keep an eye on both women and I can’t be in two 
places at once. Ready to take me back, boss?” 

Yes. I will aid you in keeping track of both. 

“Great.” Jinn vanished with a small pop. 


Valerie paused in her hurried walk down the street. Reflecting back on 
her experiences in that store, she dimly wondered if she would ever see 
that salesman again. She doubted it. He was a nice man but given her luck, 
she would probably die before getting a chance to visit him. Now that she 
thought about it, he never told her his name. Oh well. 

She continued to walk down the street. At least it’s nice out, this 
afternoon. It could be worse. “If it was meant to be, it would have happened 
in real life.” I wonder what he meant when he said that. I guess that he was 
just trying to be nice, she thought. 

The store was now far behind her, lost in the maze of buildings in the 
downtown area. Sighing, she moved on. She passed by an old store that 
she knew had been closed for a long time. Her father used to work there. 
She stopped in front of the old building and looked into the dirty windows. 
It was still bare inside. Several other businesses had moved into the building 
in the past but they never lasted long. They would either move on or do so 
badly that they had to close. One of those businesses had been a clothing 
outlet. She could still see one of the mannequins through the dirty glass, 
right in front of her. 

She couldn’t help but smile at the odd image before her. She could see 
her reflection in the glass as well as the mannequin behind it. The image of 
her form plastered on top of the impossibly smooth features of the 
mannequin reminded her of the illusion that that man had been kind enough 
to give her. Her smile was one of happiness but at the same time, it was one 
of profound sadness. She didn’t want to move from that spot, liking the 
image that she had of the two fused images. It almost looked as if she was 
young again. 


She stood there for an hour and a half before a tightness in her body 
forced her to stop her reminiscing. As she continued walking, the tightness 
continued. At first she was confused. She had thought that the feeling was 
a result of standing still for so long but it wasn’t going away. If anything, 
the tightness was intensifying. She started to panic when it became 
especially intense around her chest. She walked faster and faster, her wild 
emotions getting the better of her rational mind. And was that so strange? 
It felt to her as if she was about to have or was actually having a heart 
attack. 

As she continued down the deserted street, she passed more and more 
of the empty shops. As she was about to go down one of the side streets, 
her eyes caught on her reflection in the glass of one of the dark buildings. 
She immediately stopped moving. 

Her mouth hung open as she stared at the image in the glass. It was her 
but it wasn’t her. Her eyes roamed over what she was seeing, not quite able 
to take it all in. Her clothes were the same but everything else was different. 
In the image, her white hair had darkened to a beautiful brown. It was no 
longer tied into a tight bun but instead cascaded down her back. Her skin 
was a noticeably different shade than it had been before, now the same 
deep tan color that she had seen in the illusion from that salesman. 

She looked to be a little taller, with a straight back and longer legs. 
Even through her dress, the tone in her legs was noticeable. Looking at her 
shirt, she saw that it looked like it fit her more snuggly than before. A 
quick survey showed her that her breasts were bigger and more firm than 
they had been in her youth. They looked to be a C-cup. 

In wonder she looked at her face. It now had flawlessly smooth skin 
that was a rich tan like the rest of her body. Her face was the same but it 
still looked somehow different. The features were mostly the same but it 
looked as if an artist had taken a brush to her face and improved upon it. 
When she smiled at what she saw, she was greeted with two rows of 
perfectly straight, white teeth that were framed by full, red lips. Her green 
eyes sparkled in wonder. 

Afraid that what she saw might be another illusion, she slowly reached 
towards the glass, worried that it might simply be someone behind the 
glass. Contrary to what she expected, the image moved at the same time 
that she did as well as in the same manner. She let out a surprised gasp 
when her hands touched the cool glass. Cautiously, not wanting to spoil 
the joy of this extraordinary turn of events, she touched one of her hands 
to her face. 

Instead of feeling the dry, wrinkled skin that she was used to, she felt 
soft, firm skin. Her smile widened further. It was real. She so dearly wanted 
to touch every part of her body but as she had to remind herself, she was 
still out in public. She still couldn’t believe what had happened to her. As 
she was considering how she had come to have such good fortune after a 
life or misery, a single sentence came to her mind. [fit was meant to be, it 











would have happened in real life. She couldn’t believe it. She didn’t know 
how but she knew that that young man in the store was responsible for this. 
She whispered a prayer of thanks and turned to enter the side street that 
would take her home. 


Elizabeth was angry. She was furious. She was livid. She was utterly 
enraged. But more than anything, she was scared. She didn’t expect any of 
that to happen. Oh, she had heard of people who professed to have those 
abilities, she even knew some of them. She also knew that what those 
people were talking about was a load of shit. And yet here, in this part of 
town, on this very day, she had found someone that not only had those 
strange powers but someone that had used them on her. 

It wouldn’t have been as bad if he had done it to her against her will but 
she had asked for it. That was what irritated her the most. She had not only 
allowed someone into her mind but she had practically masturbated in 
front of him! Even if it really couldn’t be termed that, she still orgasmed in 
front of him at least once. She had never felt so violated. She wondered if 
she could stand telling her fiancé about what had happened. 

As she walked, she shifted uncomfortably in the clothes that that weird 
salesman had given her. Given the choice, she would have preferred to 
throw the clothes into the nearest trash can but she didn’t feel like dealing 
with the attention that would draw. Walking around sweaty was fine - it 
drew attention to her toned limbs and big, firm tits. Walking around, still 
smelling of sex, was something that she wanted to avoid. 

Still fuming, she walked down the street, gradually moving away from 
the downtown area. She was at least in a nice neighborhood now, with 
several shopping centers nearby. She tried to focus on the problems before 
her. She had practically cheated on her boyfriend. She had masturbated in 
front of someone else. Somehow, he must have made her do that. 

She stopped walking. Yes... he made her do it! It was all his fault. That 
damn shopkeeper. He was the person who gave her the illusion. He made 
her masturbate. He made her orgasm to feed his perverted desires. He... 
He... He was a monster. She had to get her fiancé to understand. She had 
to convince him to get revenge for her. 

These thoughts carried her several blocks, all of the way into a shopping 
center. As she wandered around within a cocoon of these dark thoughts, 
she began to notice a strange sensation. At first she dismissed it as nothing 
but the feeling became more and more insistent, shattering her focus. She 
tried to start her train of thought again but the sensations that she was 
feeling were becoming more and more distracting. 

After wondering what was happening for a moment, she realized that 
the strange sensations were coming from her chest. She looked down at it 
but didn’t see anything odd. After a few moments, she realized what was 
causing the feelings. They were coming from her nipples. She thought it 


strange at first, but then remembered her illusion. They were very sensitive 
at the moment, sending vibrations through her body with every breath, but 
she wasn’t feeling any sexual pleasure from them, like she did in the illusion. 
Her nipples weren’t even hard. Marking it up as just a simple aftereffect 
that probably happens to everyone, she ignored it and continued walking 
again. 

Trying her best to ignore the feelings emanating from her chest, she 
stopped at a coffee shop at the far end of the shopping center. She figured 
that a drink along with resting for a bit would take her mind off of what 
had happened earlier and would ease the almost painful feeling in her chest. 


Valerie couldn’t believe what had happened. In the span of a couple of 
hours, she had completely changed. Not only did she regain her youth but 
whatever happened to her changed her younger body for the better at the 
same time. After going down that first side street after her transformation, 
she realized that it would be more prudent to take the longer route home. 
The darker alleys just weren’t a place for a beautiful young woman — even 
in broad daylight. 

She burst into a fit of giggles at that thought. She was now a beautiful 
young woman! No one in their wildest dreams could have seen that coming! 
Looking around, she found that she was seeing the world in a new light. 
Everything seemed so much more vibrant and beautiful. Even the plain, 
gray buildings that surrounded her seemed to possess a live of their own. 
Almost skipping, she continued down the street. 

As she continued past the buildings, a man walked out of a door, stepping 
right in front of her. Neither were paying attention to where they were 
going and they didn’t see each other until they had already collided. 

Since he was bigger, he didn’t get knocked back much but poor Valerie 
was knocked to the ground, though this time she fell rather more gracefully. 
“Oh! Pm sorry! I’m sorry! Here.” He said as he extended his hand. “Please, 
let me help you up.” 

Valerie took his hand, and with his help, he got back up. The instant 
that their eyes met, the world seemed to stop. Valerie couldn’t believe her 
eyes. The man standing in front of her was almost identical to the type of 
man that she had always fantasized about when she was a young girl. Well, 
she mentally corrected herself, a young, sexually immature girl. 

The man stood a little taller than she did, making him almost six feet 
tall. He was wearing a dark gray business suit that was cut to hide his 
impressive build but didn’t manage to do so to any great degree. Even to 
her inexperienced eye, she could clearly see the thick layers of muscle that 
covered his form. He looked like he was ready for someone to try and mug 
him but at the same time, he had a gentle presence about him. Looking at 
him, she could tell that he held no qualms about fighting if it was to protect 
someone or thing he thought was important. 





He had short black hair and brown eyes. His face was a sharply chiseled plain that 
was pleasing to the eye in the most extreme sense. Looking at him, all things considered, 
he exuded an aura of masculinity. Valerie had never believed in love at first sight 
before but looking at this man, she was beginning to wonder. 

Once they both realized that they had been staring at each other and holding hands 
for almost a full minute, they quickly let go of each other’s hands. “I’m sorry!” They 
both said at the same time, causing them to smile together. 

Grinning widely, the man ran his hand through his hair. “I’m sorry about running 
into you, ma’am. You’re not hurt, are you?” 

Valerie felt herself blush. “Oh, no. I’m fine. Are you alright, though? I ran into you 
kind of hard.” 

The man responded with an easy chuckle. “I can handle it. Might I ask your name, 
miss?” 

Valerie was dumbfounded. She could still hardly believe what had happened a couple 
of hours ago and now she was having a man — a very attractive one - flirt with her! 
Hastily, she cleared her throat. “V-Valerie. Valerie Tess.” she stammered. “And may I 
ask yours?” 

The man swept into a low bow, causing Valerie to giggle in response to the old 
fashioned gesture. “Douglas Sullivan, humbly at your service.” Gently lifting up her 
elegant hand, he brought it to his lips and kissed it. Valerie giggled again. She dimly 
wondered if this guy actually behaved like this or if he was doing it to amuse her. Brief 
moments later she realized that she didn’t really care. “Well, Miss Tess. I really am 
terribly sorry for causing you such distress. If at all possible, I would like to make it up 
to you.” 

Valerie found herself blushing again. “Please, call me Valerie.” 

“And you can call me Doug.” 

“Well, Doug, I was on my way home. I live about three streets over.” 

“That’s a pretty bad neighborhood. And you were planning on walking all the way 
over there?” he asked. 

NES 

“Well, that’s surprising to say the least. I would never have guessed that such a 
person of beauty would be hidden in such an impoverished place. That simply won't 
do. I won't let you walk there alone.” 

Valerie smiled warmly. “I appreciate it but really, I don’t want to be a bother.” 

“Oh, it won’t be a bother at all, Valerie. Actually.” He said as he quickly glanced at 
his watch. “It’s almost dinnertime. Would you do me the honor of coming to get 
something to eat with me? My car is in a parking lot just down the street a bit.” 

Valerie couldn’t help but let out a surprised giggle. She had never seen a man rush 
into a relationship like this. Trying to hide her blush, she leaned in close and whispered 
into his ear, “I’d love to.” 

“Wonderful! I know this great Italian place. It’s a couple of blocks in the opposite 
direction of where you live. If milady would care to join me?” he asked in a mock 
English accent as he extended his arm to her. Valerie smiled again as she took his arm. 
Arm in arm, they walked down the street, smiling at each other all the way. 
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Elizabeth tried to calmly sip her coffee but she was still far too agitated 
about the one man freak show that she had met earlier. She felt so dirty. 
Vaguely, she wondered if this could be qualified as rape. If it could be, she 
could probably get a lot of money out of it. The idea wasn’t an unpleasing 
one. It would serve the bastard right. 

As more and more of these dark revenge fantasies passed through her 
mind, she lost track of the time. By the time that she paused to look around, 
her coffee was gone, the sun was getting ever closer to the horizon and her 
anger had all but burned itself out. Wondering what time it was, she took 
her cell phone from her purse and looked at the backlit screen. It was almost 
seven. Once the time finally registered with her, her anger returned, more 
powerful than before. 

Shit! she thought. I’m going to be late, now! I was supposed to meet my 
fiancé for dinner tonight at seven thirty! I still have to get back home, 
change and drive over to the restaurant! THIS IS ALL THAT BASTARD’S 
FAULT!!! Lost in her fit of rage, she didn’t notice her quickened breathing 
until she started to feel faint. Fearing that she was about to hyperventilate, 
she slowed down her breathing and tried to regain her composure. 

As she tried to control her breathing again, she noticed that her nipples 
were still incredibly sensitive. Each breath pressed them against her shirt, 
sending odd feelings coursing throughout her body. It still wasn’t a 
pleasurable feeling, so she didn’t think much of it but it was still distracting. 
And it was a reminder of the day’s events. She felt her breathing quicken 
in response to her rising ire. 

The fabric constantly being dragged against her sensitive boobs was 
becoming far too distracting. The sensations seemed to be becoming more 
and more intense as the speed of her breathing continued to increase. At 
first, she thought that the feelings were simply building upon one another. 
Then she realized that she was beginning to enjoy it. The vibrations were 
becoming more and more pleasant as time went on, distracting her further. 
She began to moan softly into the cool air of the early evening. 

Hardly conscious of what she was doing, she moved her hands to her 
large breasts and began to gently squeeze the soft tissue. The pleasurable 
feelings multiplied instantly. She let out a surprised gasp when she realized 
what action had caused that burst of pleasure. She looked down at her 
bountiful chest and instantly noticed something unusual. Her nipples were 
standing out, harder than they had ever been before. They were tenting the 
fabric of the t-shirt that she was wearing, giving it more surface area to rub 
up against. But that wasn’t what was so odd. Her breasts seemed to be 
bigger. Not by much but by enough to be noticeable by her. 

The first thought that came into her mind after this revelation was that 
she must be having an allergic reaction to something that she either ate or 
drank. But she only had that coffee earlier and she knew that she wasn’t 
allergic to that. Then she remembered the illusion. This was almost identical. 
Beginning to panic, she grabbed her purse and ran, trying to get to her 


house before she found out whether or not what had happened in the illusion 
was really happening to her. 


Valerie couldn’t stop laughing. She had never met someone so funny 
before. Douglas had just told her a hilarious joke concerning some of the 
people that he worked with. They had finished eating the main course and 
were now waiting on dessert. While they waited Douglas was trying to 
keep her entertained, not that he had to try very hard. Valerie found the 
man absolutely fascinating. Over the course of dinner, she had learned 
about his job as an agent for an up-and-coming modeling company. He 
was one of the co-founders of the company and he’d invested a lot of 
money in it. 

He told her about the various business opportunities that he had had, 
but only this company held any interest to him. He had put his heart and 
soul into its creation. In addition to describing some of the nuances of the 
modeling business, he talked with her about some of the aspiring models 
that he has interviewed. 

“There was this one woman, I think that her name was Stephanie, who 
came to us looking for an agent. She was absolutely gorgeous, really 
stunning but she had the sunny disposition of a rabid pit bull. She was 
impossible to work with. Thankfully, she left on her own, saying that we 
were extremely uncooperative. Why did she think that we were 
uncooperative? We didn’t pay for all of her non-business related expenses. 
She wielded her credit card like a weapon and wasn’t afraid to use it for 
just about everything. She also accused us of not understanding exactly 
what potential we were dealing with. Of course, we knew that she had the 
potential to be a huge success but we also knew that she was far more 
likely to be a great deal more trouble than she was worth. So, in the end, 
we cut our losses and let her leave, thinking that she had the upper hand.” 

There were other women mentioned as well, and every time he talked 
about some of the problems that his company has had, he seemed extremely 
uncomfortable. She kept urging him on though and as dinner wore on, he 
had become more open about it. “The bottom line for most of these women 
is that their physical attributes go to their heads. Most are woefully 
uneducated and feel that they can get by on looks alone, without needing 
to learn anything or having to get a real job. Others think that the world 
owes them a living for being so beautiful. It’s hard to imagine how those 
people are without actually meeting them. Do you know what I’m talking 
about?” 

Valerie quietly responded that she did. Douglas did not pursue that 
subject any further. They were quiet for a while, each eating their own 
entrée. Finally, Valerie asked the question that she had been dying to know 
from the instant that Douglas said that he worked at a modeling agency. 
“You complain about these other women, saying what’s wrong with each 
of them, saying why they wouldn’t make good models. What do you think 
makes a good model?” 











At this point Douglas just sighed, not wanting to give someone that he 
was on a date with the answer. She didn’t leave him any room to avoid 
answering though. “Fine, P'11 tell you. Physical beauty is a must. Large, 
firm, preferable natural breasts are always a guarantee for consistent work, 
as well as a toned body. Facial features are important as well. But that’s all 
relatively common and that isn’t really what I’m looking for. Pm looking 
for someone who not only has those traits but someone who’s smart and 
personable as well. To be perfectly honest, you would be perfect for that 
kind of job but I don’t feel right about asking you. Pd really prefer not to 
continue talking about this right now. Maybe a little more after we’re done 
eating.” They both returned to their meals and ate in silence. 

Though neither of them had said it out loud, they knew that this was 
probably one of the best times that either of them had ever had. 

Once they had finished their dessert, Douglas settled the check and 
helped Valerie up from her chair. Together they walked out of the restaurant 
towards Douglas’s car. Suddenly - seemingly from out of the blue - Douglas 
stopped her and looked into her eyes. Valerie stopped breathing for a 
moment from the emotional turmoil that was filling her mind. She dearly 
wanted to be with this man, but at the same time, she didn’t know anything 
about him other than his job. 

Taking a deep breath, she steadied herself. Still looking into each other’s 
eyes, one of them finally spoke, breaking the spell. Barely whispering, he 
said softly. “Would you like to come over to my place tonight?” 

Valerie had caught every softly spoken word. The roiling storms of 
emotion inside of her were fighting at full power now. After a few seconds, 
the raging tempests subsided, leaving her with a single thought. Yes. She 
was so of balance from the emotional ordeal she couldn’t speak. All that 
she could do was simply nod. 

A great image of relief flashed across Douglas’s handsome features. 
Taking her arm in his, he led her to his car. 


Elizabeth burst through the door to her house, panting in fright. She 
couldn’t tell if her chest feeling so tight was simply psychosomatic or if it 
was actually real — that uncertainty only served to push her terror to even 
greater heights. The sensitivity of her nipples wasn’t helping matters either. 

Near to tears, she made it to the middle of her living room before falling 
to the hardwood floor. She landed on her knees, unconsciously letting out 
a loud, throaty moan. Her hazy mind couldn’t make out what had caused 
her to moan at first. She hadn’t hurt herself when she fell and she certainly 
wasn’t in any pain. What then, had caused her to react like that? 

Not realizing what she was doing, her hands slid up her body, stopping 
to cup her breasts. The contact of her hands on her large mounds of breast 
flesh sent a pleasurable jolt through her entire body, snapping everything 
into focus in one crystal clear moment. She had moaned because the shock 


of her body striking the ground had caused her bountiful breasts to bounce, 
rubbing her erect nipples against the tight fabric of her shirt. 

Her conscious realization of this fact though, was little more than a dim 
glimmer of insight in the back of her mind. She was too focused on the 
blissful feelings emanating from her chest. Moaning in ecstasy, she began 
to rub the sensitive bulges in her shirt. 


As the feelings of pleasure began to build up within her body, she started 
to massage her breasts more and more vigorously, kneading them to get as 
much pleasure as she could out of the simple motions. It did not take long 
before she could feel a massive orgasm building up inside her body. 

She was now screaming within the mists of her pleasure induced 
euphoria. Slowly, one of her hands moved away from her breasts and began 
to slide down towards the moist crotch of her sweatpants. Her hand stopped 
just shy of her womanhood, still covered by the moist cloth. Not pausing 
in her ministrations of her upper body, she stripped herself of the thick 
cloth of the pants that Jinn had given her, as well as the skintight fabric of 
her short-shorts. Now naked from the waist down, she allowed her hand to 
slide into the sensitive folds of her pussy. 

The instant her hand reached its destination, she seemed to go wild. 
Her screaming reached an even higher pitch as her pleasure soared ever 
higher. Her orgasm was continuing to build, already more extreme than 
anything that she had felt in her entire life. Its buildup didn’t seem to be 
stopping though. 

Keeping up with the rise in her sensations, her breasts began to swell 
more noticeably. They were now at least two cup sizes bigger than they 
were originally and were completely round. Acting on impulse, she ripped 
both her shirt and tank top open, exposing her perky breasts to the rapidly 
warming air of the room. She squeezed an engorged nipple and screamed 
in bliss. As she applied pressure, a thin stream of white fluid shot out. She 
was now officially lactating. 

At first, there wasn’t very much milk. That changed very quickly. Her 
breasts had been growing relatively slowly up until now, with just the 
gradual growth of my warm, silky flesh. Now though, they were growing 
exponentially faster, quickly filling up with thick, warm milk. Soon they 
were expanding past one foot in diameter mark and showing no signs of 
slowing. 

As they continued to swell, their sensitivity shot through the roof. Her 
cries doubled in force as she came closer and closer to orgasm. She dug 
her hand deeply into the sensitive tissues of her lower body, forcing out 
even more pleasurable feelings. 

When her titanic tits reached two feet in diameter, she could finally feel 
that her pending orgasm was coming to a climax. Her breasts were growing 
faster than ever now, shooting from three feet in diameter to four feet and 
they still weren’t slowing down. Her breasts were now too heavy for her 
body to support so she was forced to the floor. The thud from her body 








hitting the ground forced milk from her engorged teats and forced another cry of pleasure 
from her. 

Finally she reached her climax, her breasts topping five feet in diameter, completely 
full of milk. With a primal scream of pleasure like none the world has ever heard, she 
had the biggest orgasm that she would probably ever have in her life. In response to the 
sudden sexual release, her engorged mammaries blew out a torrential stream of milk, 
flooding the floor of the entire room. 

She shuddered as the last aftershocks of the monstrous orgasm coursed through her 
body. Panting heavily, and almost literally floating in the warms fluids that her body 
produced, she passed out. 


Valerie stepped into the high-rise apartment, amazed at the luxury that surrounded 
her. Douglas stepped in right behind her and shut the door. “I’m sorry about the mess. 
I haven't had a chance to clean it up yet.” He said. 

Valerie shook her head at his excuse. The front room was at least as big as her entire 
living space and was much cleaner. Smiling, she said, “Oh, don’t worry about that. It’s 
not a problem. Believe me, I’ve seen much worse.” 

Douglas thanked her for her compliment and led her through the rest of the apartment, 
giving her a little tour. When that was over, they sat next to each other in the living 
room. they swapped entertaining stories over several bottles of fine wine, laughing the 
entire time. 

After several hours, when they were thoroughly drunk, they finally stopped talking. 
They sat there for a few minutes, simply staring into each other’s eyes. And then, 
something ridiculously clichéd and predictable happened: they leaned forward and 
kissed each other. The simple kiss quickly evolved into a passionate event, and was 
already speeding towards other things. 

Completely lost in the heat of the moment, Valerie pressed her body, more notably 
her firm breasts, against Douglas’s strong chest. That simple motion was all that it 
took for their bodies to start acting of their own accord. They soon began literally 
clawing at each other’s clothes, trying to get them off each other. 

In hardly any time at all, they were both completely naked before each other. 
Douglas’s large dick quickly hardened in response to Valerie’s ravishing curves and 
full breasts. Not leaving any room for thought, Douglas and Valerie fell to the carpeted 
floor in each other’s embrace. 

Twisting, arching, moaning, gyrating. That was about all that was passing through 
their minds at that point. It wasn’t so much thoughts as it was emotions. Both were 
busy pleasuring the other, not paying any attention to what it was that they were actually 
doing. At least not until Douglas’s hands found their way to Valerie’s chest. 

He gently squeezed the soft tissue, massaging it, stimulating the hard nipples, driving 
Valerie into a frenzy. Then something amazing happened. Her breasts began to grow. 

At first, Douglas didn’t realize what was happening. Valerie only knew that 
something was going on from the increase of pleasurable feelings that she was 
experiencing. They were both shocked to see what was happening. 


Valerie’s firm, perky, C-cup breasts were rapidly expanding in Douglas’s hands. 
By the time that they realized what was happening, her tits had already expanded past 
the D-cup mark. 

Both were thrilled with this miraculous development and went right back to their 
intense love-making. With Valerie’s new developments, which were actually continuing 
to develop, they went at it with renewed vigor. Every movement made her new breasts 
bounce and jiggle, adding to the sensations. 

Valerie’s breasts stopped growing just before she hit her climax. They had swollen 
to an impressive size, rivaling large melons in size... perhaps an F-cup now. Both 
Valerie and Douglas orgasmed at the exact same time. Floating in a cloud of pure 
euphoria, they passed out on top of each other. 


Jinn looked up from the two images floating before him and gazed into the vast 
nothingness that surrounded him. He knew that he should feel uncomfortable about 
being surrounded by nothing that he was able to perceive, but, for some strange reason, 
he felt comforted. Safe. 

“Hey! Boss! Are you there?” 

No. 

“Wait. Are you actually developing a sense of humor?” 

What do you want? 

“Aren’t you going to answer my question?” 

It is a silly question that does not merit an answer. Tell me what you want now or 
be gone! 

“Geez. No need to snap! It was just a question!.” 

GET ON WITHIT! 

“Ow! That hurts! Don’t do that!” In response to Jinn’s comment, a sound not unlike 
thunder rolled through the vast nothingness that surrounded Jinn. “Okay, okay! I get 
it! P’ ve seen what's happened to both women. It looks like, for Valerie, her dreams 
came true. For Elizabeth, well... I don’t think that any woman would envy her 
predicament. Now, I understand the present but what about the future? I want to know 
if I made a difference to the world with either of these two women.” 

That is an interesting question. I must look through the time-stream to find out. 
I will have you answer shortly. 

Jinn felt the presence of his boss fade away, leaving him floating in the nothingness, 
more profoundly alone than should be possible. He just let his body drift as his mind 
wandered. There was no real way to tell how much time would pass before his boss 
came back. But, then again, time was irrelevant in a place such as this, a place that 
exists in dimensions that transcend time. Suddenly, Jinn felt a presence near him. 

I looked ahead several years for both of them. I think that you will be pleased with 
the results. Miss Valerie Tess went on to become an immensely successful model. She 
changed her name and ended up marrying Mister Douglas Sullivan. They do not have 
children, but they did adopt at least one. I did not pay much attention to that detail. Her 
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success goes on to inspire those from unfortunate backgrounds. She is now 
a beacon of hope. Congratulations. 

Miss Elizabeth Taylor, I have to admit, surprised me. Through her 
fiancé’s help and encouragement, she turned lemons into lemonade, to 
put it in a way you can understand. Apparently, her fiancé - who had 
become her husband at the point in time I checked on her - had a fetish 
for women with abnormally large breasts and had a taste, literally, for 
lactation. As you would put it, it was a match made in heaven. She is now 
one of the biggest players in the “baby formula” market. 

“You’re kidding right? She actually did that? That’s pretty hard to 
believe.” 

First of all, I do not “kid”. Secondly, I do not lie. She actually did 
that. And lastly, I agree. It is hard to believe, especially given her history 
of behavior and her combative personality. Apparently, that curse that 
you gave her became a blessing because the milk that she secretes has 
two abnormal properties. The first is that it is highly nutritious, at least 
twice as good for babies as normal breastfeeding. The second is that her 
mammary glands secrete more milk than her breasts can contain in about 
three hours. To put it simply, she has an endless supply of this milk. 

“So would you call this mission a success? I would but you’ ve got the 
final say in the matter. You’re the one that can move through time, not me. 
I can only travel to the next destination through your influence.” 

Tam aware of that. I was the one that told you that. 

“You know something? You really need to stop taking everything that I 
say so literally. You say everything as it is because that is your nature. My 
nature is to simplify things into the slang of the time period that I am in.” 

Tam also aware of that. But just as you cannot fathom me, it is difficult 
for me to fathom the thought process of lesser beings. And yes, I would 
call this a success. We shall move on to the next time period. 

With a small pop, Jinn’s form vanished from the vast plane of 
nothingness as he plunged through the time-stream. 


The End 


